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Author's Notes: 

Tooth and Nail era. Nothing but a big fluff pile of Jeff Pilson being a wild jumping bean and a completely 
adorable nerd -with a little bit of protectiveness from George (and even a hint of pre-slash from George at 
the end?). And of course Mick being silly and Don being high strung over everything and butting heads with 
George. Why? Because | have to agree with George -Jeff is TOO CUTE for his own good! *squeals* Based on a 
true story that Jeff told in an interview (though | left that section rather non-descript, as being keyed up 
from cocaine, adrenaline, and the energy from being onstage, it likely was a blur from Jeff's perspective, and | 
tried to recreate that feeling as it was for him) 


Jeff Pilson was having the time of his life. 


Of course, this was true about most nights onstage, but tonight was a night in Japan, and it was Dokken's first 
time to go on tour in Japan. Jeff hadn't been sure what to expect, and had even been a bit nervous getting on 
the plane, wondering what they were going to do in a country so different from his own. But he loved it. Every 
bit of it. The fans were so appreciative and enthusiastic everywhere. It was their own fantasy version of 
Beatle mania. 


The scheduling was a bit odd though, and to avoid trouble leaving the venues due to the crowd, most of their 
fan interaction time backstage was scheduled a few hours before the show. There had been a lot of bickering 
between George and Don while planning the tour over how this would affect their schedule, but it turned out 
to work really well. The fun would be had before the show, and then they could simply go back to the hotel 
and rest when it was over and they were tired. Even Don was pretty relaxed with it and seemed to be in a 


good mood as long as things went as planned. 


The pre-show parties could indeed get risqué due to the extra energy everyone had, but for the most part, 
Japanese fans were quite different from American fans and mostly just wanted to hang out and get hugs and 
autographs, and also give them letters and all kinds of gifts that Mick liked to joke would take a whole freight 


plane to get home on their own. 


It also meant that Jeff and George were consuming more cocaine before the show rather than after, and Jeff 
was twice as jumpy onstage as he'd ever been, pushing his stage antics to the limit and leading him to become 
more daring with it by spinning his bass around, climbing up on top of equipment, getting close to the edge of 
the stage to get a rise out of the audience.. George was impressed by it, and would encourage Jeff to keep 


doing it the next night, and Jeff was always up for just that. 
Of course, tonight, this would get him into a bit of hot water. 


This stage had an odd layout that none of them had ever really seen before. The speakers, amps, and the PA 


were out to the side off the main stage. 


Part of what Jeff liked to do every night was run over to the amps, climb on top, and jump down from it 
when the music hit a climatic point. As he went about his usual routine of running about the stage, head 
banging and jumping around as if he "had hot coals under his feet" as Don described it. He saw that there were 
wooden planks going off to the side of the stage where the PA was. 


He was unsure about the distance between the planks, so Jeff nearly wasted away the entire set doing other 
things before really contemplating it. Maybe he could go out there by those planks. Certainly, running and 
hopping from plank to plank would add a new twist on his wild stage antics and work some fun into the last bit 
of the night! 


As they transitioned into their finale, Tooth and Nail, Jeff decided this was the perfect song to unleash his full 
energy, and raced full speed toward the planks. He took a flying leap, left foot outstretched to land on the first 


wooden plank. 
Jeff could not remember regretting a move onstage so quickly, but he regretted this one almost the second 
he made it. As soon as the ball of his foot made contact with the plank, adrenaline caused a sickening, dropping 


sensation in his gut as the soft wood gave beneath him, and seemed to disintegrate. 


He yelped, certain that he was going to take a twenty foot plunge to a gruesome death. 


Instead, he heard a very weird, very loud noise that was nearly as bad as nails on a chalkboard. 
Sssskkkkkrrrronnnzzzxxxxxxx! 


There was a horrible, horrible stinging sensation as splinters dug through his pleather pants and into his leg, 
scraping as he plunged into the plank halfway up his thigh. 


The plank hadn't entirely disintegrated after all. It was still intact on the edges, only having broken where his 

foot had gone through. Jeff gasped, shaking with adrenaline, mechanically still going at his bass as if in shock. 
He hadn't missed anything to his knowledge, and only just now, as Don looked over while George took over with 
his solo, did any of his bandmates realize what had happened. 


Stunned, Jeff looked down and could see from above the plank that his pant leg was completely ripped. Not that 
he was too upset about that -since the synthetic leather had become a trend, he'd found wearing it to be 
quite cumbersome. He'd have probably been laughing over it if it weren't for just how scary that had just 
been. Or the fact that now he was coming out of shock, he was feeling blood running down his leg profusely 
from the multiple deep scrapes and scratches. He tried to free his leg, finding out he was quite stuck. Fidgeting 
only caused torn flaps of material to smack into his scrapes, catch on splinters stuck in his leg, and sting like 


hell in a way that brought tears to his eyes. 


He hissed and focused on keeping the bass going, blinking away the moisture. That was not going to help him 
right now. 


"Are you stuck?!" mouthed Don, his expression rather unreadable due to the headband low over his naturally 
downward slanting eyebrows -an appearance that often led him to appear intimidating even when he wasn't 
upset. Jeff knew what Don looked like when he was really mad, and this at least didn't look like it. If anything, 
Don looked incredulous at the moment, as if he could hardly believe what he was seeing and wasn't sure what 


to think. 
Jeff looked up, cheeks reddening, and he nodded subtly. 


"How the hell-?" Don started to ask Jeff, but George's solo was coming to a close, so he shook his head, 
overwhelmed, and flippantly waving for a roadie as he turned back to the audience and continuing about singing 


the remainder of the song. 


The roadie came over and was laughing. Jeff continued hammering out the bass line, deciding it was his best 
defense against whatever judgement was probably being made about him, and the best distraction from the 
discomfort of it. Helping Jeff get a foothold and balance on the support beam below the plank structure, the 
roadie then broke the piece of balsa wood with a few hard slams and freed his leg. Then, he gave Jeff a boost 
back onto the stage so he didn't have to take his hands off the bass. Jeff didn't miss one note. 


He continued back onto the stage, returning to his normal bouncy stage presence, but undeniably trying to put 


most of his weight over to his right leg. He looked up and saw George watching him with a stunned expression. 
Jeff then suddenly started to realize just how severe the situation was, and how many people had seen it 
happen. 


But, this was the last song of the set, and he was still too shaken up at the moment to pull his thoughts 
together as to about who saw what, or to glance out to the audience and see if he could figure out what they 


were thinking. So he assumed a wide-legged stance with his right leg forward, lowered his head, and head 


banged with the rhythm as Tooth and Nail concluded. 


The whole process of thanking the audience and Don concluding the performance was all a shock-numbed blur 


to Jeff, but it wasn't to last long as soon as they turned to leave the stage. 


As they did head offstage, the second they were in the shelter of the backstage dressing room behind closed 


doors, the panic routine began. 

"Jeff, are you okay?" asked George, his eyes crazed. 

Jeff was caught by surprise, and as a result, choked on the water he was currently gulping out of a glass, 
terribly thirsty as always after a show. He was still panting heavily from running around, not really aware of 
it anymore. After being freed from the plank, he'd gone about the rest of the performance as normal, though 
his thoughts were a bit cloudy and hazy. 

Mick gave Jeff a good, hard slap on the back to help him stop coughing, and went off to the showers, leaving 
Don and George with him. It was a known yet unspoken rule within them that Wild Mick Brown did not deal with 


drama -and he didn't give assistance until everyone calmed down first 
"l-I think.2" stuttered Jeff 

‘Let me see -did you get hurt?" asked George 

"Well, | was bleeding, | don't know if | still-" Jeff started 

"Oh, Jeff," sighed George, going over to him. 


Don looked down at the floor, saw red smears, and raised a hand to his face, looking for a second like he wasn't 


sure what to do. "Oh my God." he said with near-mournful frustration, before composing himself. 
Jeff looked around with wide, confused eyes. "| can go get showered and changed-" 


"Jeff, sit down on the bench and let me see so that we can get whatever you've got cleaned up," ordered Don 


qui etly. 


Jeff continued to cautiously walk forward, limping slightly. "I think I'll be okay if-" 


Don sternly pointed at the bench along the wall of the dressing room, and now raised his voice in a rather 


intimidating way. 


"No, you sit down, night now -ard let me see. You're tracking blood everywhere." Though it was likely mostly 
coming from the torn strips of pleather dragging the floor and smearing it, Don wanted to make sure Jeff 


wasn't still actively bleeding from a deep cut that would require medical attention 


Jeff shivered and sat down, fidgeting from a combination of the excitement he always had coming offstage, and 


the extra adrenaline shock he'd received. 
"Do you have to shout?" demanded George critically. 


"George? Please? Not now!" snapped Don, shaking his head. "The itinerary is strict enough as it is, so if he 


needs to go to the ER, the sooner we figure that out, the better." 


George rolled his eyes at Don's tendency to become so high strung when unexpected things happened, and 
turned to Jeff. 


"Alright Jeff, take those off so we can see -they're done now anyway.’ He mentally added this in his mind as 
another reason he despised the synthetic material. But, it was the in-style, and to keep up their image 


onstage.. 

Jeff very cautiously pulled off his torn pants, wincing as the surface caught and dragged at the splinters still 
in his legs. Most of the scrapes without splinters were already starting to scab over, and the deepest ones 
weren't bad enough to warrant a trip to the emergency room, but they weren't going to be a cakewalk to deal 
with until they healed. And the splinters were going to be the worst. 

George hissed, sucking in air through his teeth. 


Don's eyes went big as saucers, and he didn't say anything more. Simply, he jumped into action mode and left 
to get the crew's first aid kit for a pair of tweezers and something antibacterial. 


"Bless your heart," murmured George. 
Jeff giggled, despite the discomfort, thankful that he wasn't the type to go commando every night onstage and 
that he was still covered where it counted while he was attended to so that the situation wasn't any more 


awkward. 


"Guess I'm not gonna do that again here without confirmation that planks aren't made of balsa wood," he 


muttered. 


"They didn't think that over too well," agreed George. "I guess they figure as long as everyone steps lightly on 


it to get to the PA, it's okay, but | wouldn't have known it, and no way was it designed to take a flying leap 
landing.” Though, George couldn't help but wonder how big, burly roadies could walk on the planks and not go 
through, and somebody as thin, light on foot, and delicate as Jeff Pilson would go through. 


Don came back with the first aid kit and knelt down, assessing where the splinters were. Most of the large 
splinters had come out on their own due to being caught in Jeff's pants, so he really had to look close for the 
little ones that would be most likely to cause infection if left behind. He counted nearly ten before he got 
halfway up to Jeff's knee. 


"Jeff? How on Earth and in Hell did you manage this?" asked Don critically. 
Jeff started to giggle. 


"| really don't know," he laughed, blushing, hiding his face in his hands. "My left leg just plunged through a 


wooden plank before | realized what happened. 


Don raised an eyebrow. "Oh, so you think thats funny?" he asked, tone softening to a more playful, mock- 
scolding. 


| say its funny that they made the planks out of balsa wood. Who's bright idea was that?!" quipped George. 


"No, that's not funny, that's stupid. If the crew had tried to go up that way with the equipment and it 
collapsed, not only could they have been seriously hurt, but we could be having to replace equipment from 
here." Don got serious again and began using a washcloth he'd wet down in warm water along with the 
tweezers to begin removing the splinters from Jeffs calf. These weren't but so bad, being in a more fleshy 
area that was better protected 


Jeff seemed to shudder slightly with each splinter removed, and at the stinging with the water. George held 
out his hand to Jeff, sitting beside him still, and Jeff grabbed it and held on tight. He stayed quiet though, and 


relatively still, unusual for him after a show, still shocked by the whole encounter. 


"Hurry it up, would you? Dragging it out doesn't make it any easier for Jeff -he's already antsy, and it's like 
pulling hairs one at a time -it's torture!" snapped George. 


‘lm being careful, okay? What do you want me to do? If one of the splinters break and gets stuck so that | 
can't get to it, then how will that help him? If you can do it faster, you come down here and do it!" Don shook 
his head, sighing. It had been only five minutes long, which considering he'd removed I2 splinters, was pretty 
quick. It probably wasn't quick for Jeff, but it was the best that Don could do. 


He began working on the splinters along Jeff's shin and knee. There were a few larger splinters left behind 
there, and Don knew that given the location and size, these were going to be the worst. Deciding he'd best deal 
with them first and go easier from there so that Jeff wasn't jumping out of his skin by the end of the whole 
process, he very gently pressed the warm washcloth against Jeff's knee to try and relax the muscles in the 


area and make it easy as possible. 


"This is gonna hurt," he warned. "I will try and get the worst ones out first so that it gets easier after this, 


okay?" 
Jeff just nodded mechanically. His giggling had stopped entirely, and he now seemed to shrink in on himself. 


Don made sure he had a good hold on the splinter, which was wedged laterally beside Jeffs kneecap, the 
tweezers at the base of it so that it was least likely to break off. In one swift movement, he pulled it out, 
trying not to drag out the process. 


Jeff hissed, flinching hard and whimpering, the stinging going right from his leg to his eyes. He was squeezing 
George's hand so tightly that George flinched too. Pityingly, the guitarist removed his hand from Jeff's grasp 


and rubbed circles on his back. 


Don looked at the splinter, which was nearly an inch long, and winced, practically feeling a shooting pain go 


through his own knee. 
"Aw, man, Jeff, I'm sorry," he said softly. 


Mick returned from taking a shower, having swapped his flashy stage clothes for a simple t-shirt and shorts. 
"Gee whiz, Don, you done torturing him yet?" 


George shook his head. "Not even close; it's pathetic!" He wrapped his arm around Jeff's shoulders as Jeff 
shuddered again while Don prepared to remove the next splinter. "You two would be peeling Jeff off the ceiling 


if | weren't here." 


"For Christ's sake, George; give me a break, damn it! Don practically wailed, throwing his hands up with 
exasperation. Trying to dig out tiny splinters was tedious enough without being criticized. "If it weren't for the 


fact that Jeff indeed wants you here, I'd tell you to leave the room." 


Mick hadn't meant to laugh, but he did. Hard. Jeff blushed and looked down in his lap. It was like watching an 
otherwise hyper and upbeat puppy after being caught doing something naughty, and it was just so funny. So 
were Don's dramatics. The pain that Jeff was in as a result wasn't funny at all though, so he figured he'd step 


in while things were still calm and before Don ended up in a "world class mood". 


"Oh boy -alright, Jeff, I'm not laughing at what happened to you; that could have ended bad. Im sorry. Don, if 


you want to go and shower, I'll take over here before you lose your temper.” 


Don rolled his eyes and climbed up from the floor, sighing as he was relieved of the pressure of hard tiles 


against his knees, and stiffly headed off toward the showers. 


Mick knelt down and proceeded to take control of the splinter-removal process. Carefully, he picked up where 


Don had left off, only going slightly faster, and really not making any difference in how unpleasant it truly was. 


"Look at this big motherfucker!" declared Mick, removing the second big splinter that Don had been dreading, 
provoking another huge flinch and a louder whimper that more or less resembled a yelp from the hyperactive 


bassist. "Man, this is ridiculous!" 


Jeff nodded, looking down again, biting his lip and trying to hold still. He hadn't meant to start tearing up when 
that splinter came out, but now that he was, he couldn't stop, and the pain wasn't really the cause so much 
as embarrassment. The inhibitions of being onstage were gone, he was beginning to come down off his high 
from the cocaine he'd consumed before the show, and the distraction of a bass in hand wasn't there. As a 
result, he was coming out of the initial shock of it, and the humor was slowly fading, leaving behind extreme 


mortification. 


George leaned forward to get a look. "There aren't that many left," he reassured Jeff, even though it was still 
an eternity. He re-situated his arm around Jeff again, this time a bit lower than his shoulders, and pulled him 
into a loose hug against his side, affectionately. He wasn't quite sure what to make of Jeff's current state of 
shame and silence, or how to describe it. Cute? No, he couldn't possibly be seeing it that way, as that would be 
strange. Or was he..? What was the meaning of that thought? 


Mick extracted another splinter, and Jeff, being far too on edge now, jerked his leg back reflexively. 

"No, Jeff, you have to let Mick get to th-" George stopped as Jeff looked up at him with the most intense 
"puppy" eyes as if silently pleading for it to stop. His eyes were now brimming with tears, his face was still 
bright red, and his lower lip trembled ever so slightly. If there had been another sight to melt George's heart 
so fast, he couldn't remember it. 


"Please?" Jeff whispered. 


George knew he didn't have half the heart to say no, and even Mick, tough as he was, would be hard pressed 


as well. 

"There are three more splinters, and they're above the knee and a lot smaller than the others," said Mick. 
"You can get them over with right now, or you can go take your shower and get them out afterwards, but 
they're going to come out before we leave this venue." 

"Unless you want Don to have a cow," said George snidely. 


"George, don't dig this any deeper tonight," warned Mick. "We don't want him to get an infection 


Jeff shook his head "I wanna stop for a bit." He still didn't get up from the bench, and George knew he was 
still being clingy and insecure. 


"Come on, Jeff. We'll both go shower and get it over with." George stood up, pulling Jeff along with him. The 


bassist limped beside George, staying close by his side. George couldn't help but feel a pang of protectiveness 
inside himself. He seriously wished he could make the pain stop entirely for Jeff. 


Just then, Jeff mumbled a question very, very quietly. 
"What?" asked George. “Say again?" 


"Am | in trouble?" Jeff repeated timidly, still just barely audible. He sounded like he was about to break out 


crying, and given he was already teared up, was dangerously close to it. 


George chuckled before he could stop himself, and then got serious. It wasn't like Jeff to worry of get this 
upset over small things even when he was hurting, and he didn't really start to panic until he knew for certain 
somebody was angry with him. Was he sick? Had he lost more blood than they'd realized? He at least didn't 
look sick, and George was sure that if he was anemic, there'd be no possible way for his cheeks to be so 


flushed. Maybe he was just feeling wonky from the unusually high dose of adrenaline wearing off? 
"Why the hell would you be in trouble? -it was a mistake. And who do you think you're in trouble with?" 
"Don is upset-" 


‘Oh, don't even start that, Jeff; now you're just being silly. You are not in trouble with Don. He's just a bit 
upset and scared about what could have happened. And you know how he can sometimes be an insensitive ass, 
but he knows that wasn't your fault, and if he pretends otherwise, I'll have to kick him in the ass!" George 
laughed. "And hey, | did poke at him to get a reaction in there, so if anyone's in the doghouse with him, it's 


me. 


Jeff nodded. A hint of a giggle caused the corners of his mouth to hitch up, and a stray tear rolled down his 
cheek. George reached out and wiped it away with his thumb, making sure to take note of the warmth of 
Jeff's cheek. He was a little warmer than average, but not feverish. Definitely just the overload of adrenaline, 
and likely being more upset about possible judgement from the fans over his plunge than he was about the 


scrapes and cuts. 


So he sprang a playful grin and poking Jeff in the ribs where he was quite ticklish, hoping to get him to lighten 
up. It occurred to George that it did twist his stomach to see Jeff so vulnerable. 


"Don't you cry now, you -don't even dare. Now that's what'll get you into trouble -l'm gonna have Mick come 
in here and tickle you if you start that up," he threatened. "And if Mick says no, then I'll just have to do my 
best." 


"Oh, please don't!" Jeff was still blushing and mostly looking toward the ground, but full on giggling again now. 
George definitely preferred this. 


"Alright, let's get showered then," decided George, realizing they'd probably postponed the night's schedule 


another five minutes. He began to take off his clothes, and fetched his shower supplies from on top of another 
storage container they'd had to haul in 


Jeff hesitated a second, then also removed his remaining clothes. Since they often lived in tight quarters, this 
was far from the first time Jeff had been around his bandmates without clothes on, and ordinarily didn't give 
it a thought. He chalked his sudden self-consciousness up to his accident 


They entered the shower area as Don was coming out of the shower. 


"Did you get them all out?" he asked, using his free hand that wasn't securing his towel to push wet strands 


of hair out of his eyes so he could see. 


"All but three -we're stopping to shower, and for him to get the dried blood cleaned off because he can't 


stand it anymore," explained George. 

“Alright, but you know what we're doing when he gets out then," warned Don. 

"Yes, | didn't say we were going to just leave the remaining splinters in there, okay?" demanded George. 
Don shook his head and went to exit the room. "Just be quick." 


George got into one of the shower stalls, ready to just be in the vans to the hotel. Half an hour had passed 
since the end of the show, and now that the buzz of being onstage was wearing off, he was beginning to feel 
tired. Leaning against the wall on an outstretched hand and closing his eyes, George sighed as the hot spray of 
the shower hit his back, relaxing the tension in his shoulders. 


Just two seconds later though, he snapped out of his brief moment of peace as Jeff let out a cry of pain. Hot 


water against his scraped and cut leg was a new world of agony for him. 


George looked down under the shower stall partition and could see the water stained red as it caught and 


carried the blood. 


"You okay, Jeff?" It came out automatically, and George immediately cursed himself for it. Stupid question Of 


course Jeff wasn't okay. 
"l'Il be okay," Jeff made out in a strained voice that was audibly through clinched teeth. 


"Be quick as possible, and if you can stand to do it, try and wash it out in the shower. Itll hurt less to scrub 
with water than with disinfectant," George suggested. Of course, he knew this was easier said than done. But it 
had been difficult to start with, and now George was having a hard time seeing and hearing Jeff in so much 
pain, and he wanted it to be over with. Jeff, albeit easily injured, was a trooper, so it took a lot to push him to 


the limit like now. 


But Jeff hung in, just as he had while finishing the show after falling through. George got out of the shower 
before him, not having to deal with an injury, and after drying off, reached a hand through the curtain. Jeff 


squeezed it again as if it were a form of security. 

"Let me see," requested George. 

Jeff carefully showed his lower leg through the gap in the curtain. Gone was most of the dried blood. The cuts 
were still fresh and bleeding a bit, but now they would at least scab cleanly and produce less scarring. One of 
the remaining splinters had come out on its own with the hot water, which was also a good thing. 


The bassist looked up at George expectantly. He couldn't get out right away, still having conditioner in his hair. 


“Alright. You're finished with it. We just gotta get the last two splinters out and cover the worst of them. 
Just bite your lip and give it hell, Jeff," he encouraged. "Almost over with this." 


Jeff ducked back into the shower to finish rinsing the conditioner out, and came out a couple of minutes later, 
still looking plenty abashed. Wrapping his towel around his waist, he traipsed back into the main backstage 
dressing area and sat back down on the bench. 

"| swear, if he had a tail, it'd be between his legs," quipped Mick endearingly. 


"| don't think pointing it out makes him feel any better, but it probably would," agreed George. 


Don brought over Jeff's clothes that he had laid out to change into after the show and set them down on the 
bench in the folded stack next to Jeff. 


“Alright, ready to finish with this little situation and get out of here for the night?" asked Don, 


Jeff nodded, meekly, reaching for his t-shirt and pulling it over his head so they could leave as soon as 


possible when this was over. He slid his shorts on, careful to not catch the remaining splinters with them. 


‘| am too," assured Don. He reached for the first aid kit again, preparing to get the remaining two splinters out. 
George sat back down next to Jeff just in case. 


Luckily, the last two splinters, being above Jeff's knee, came out pretty easily and with minimal pain. Don 
couldn't help but cringe; however, able to see just how many cuts there were without the blood making it hard 


to distinguish them all. Still, none were that deep enough to be worrisome, but it was worse than he'd figured. 
Deciding it was clean looking enough, he instructed Jeff to only put peroxide on the worst of them. He'd been 
through enough. Jeff's hands shook as he did so, and all three of them -Mick, George, and Don -found 


themselves looking away. 


"You poor thing," sighed Don, unable to stick completely to his usual tough love attitude. Mick had come up 


with the bright idea to collect all the splinters in a bag, and adding the last two came to a count of 31 slivers 
of balsa wood, making 32 counting the one Jeff lost in the shower, plus however many came out attached to 
his torn pants, which made for a number that could pull his stomach inside out. "I think you've broken the 
record for the craziest thing we've had happen to any of us performing, Jeff.” 


"He may have broken the record on how many splinters a person has had," added Mick, voice perking up 


jokingly. 


‘Oh, please don't speculate that or wish it on him!" George groaned. If there was a way to have more splinters 


than what Jeff had, he didn't want to find out what it was. 


"Well, you could practically build a model airplane with what was sticking into him," exaggerated Don. "That 
would definitely be a better purpose for it!" 


Jeff giggled and hid his face in his hands again He was relieved that it was finally over, but he felt that he 


was never going to live this down as long as they were all together. 


"Well, now you're going to think before you go jumping off the main part of a stage again and leave the wild 
stuff up to me, aren't you now?" teased Mick. 


Jeff shook his head. 


"Man, I'm not technically in trouble with you all, but | sure am going to bel" he said, muffled through his 
fingers and hair. 


"Aw, Mick!" said George, half scolding and half pitying. "He's already out of sorts, and you're going to embarrass 


him. 
Mick chuckled. "Alright, | know. | think someone needs a hug. Think so too?" 

George would have probably hugged Jeff anyway at this point just because he was -well, George really hadn't 
come up with the correct word to describe what he thought of Jeff's reaction to this. But it did make it so 
that George couldn't help but want to hug him. 

"Yeah, | think that's what we'll do," agreed Don "H's been a chaotic night for all of us, especially him." Climbing 
up onto the bench, and albeit a bit awkwardly as he never had truly experienced being comforted when hurt 
as a child, he pulled Jeff into a gentle embrace. "And if you thought | was mad about it, think again." 

Jeff flinched and looked up. George laughed and pulled Jeff into a tight, endearing hug. 


"How did you-?" asked Jeff, not quite finishing. 


"Jeff, when you think you're in trouble, | can read it like a book," said Don, matter of factly. "If lim mad at 


anyone, it's whoever designed the planks. But thats enough about those. | don't think you even want to think 
about them, and | know | don't." 


"You'll be okay," added Mick, kneeling down to give Jeff a good squeeze. "Too bad our fan meeting was before 
the show tonight and not after it. | don't think it'd be that bad -you'd have less people teasing than you'd think, 


and more girls than any of all of us wanting to look after you!" 

Now they were definitely all laughing. Jeff was blushing, but no longer hiding in himself 
"Oh, Mick, leave it to you to pull that one up!" gasped Don 

"Its probably true though," reasoned George. "But that aside, we're tired. It's time to go. 


"Well, our vans are waiting outside, and all our gear's been loaded, so if Jeffs ready to bust out of here, we're 


good to go," declared Mick. 


‘lm ready," said Jeff, finishing applying gauze tape to the one largest cut that was the worst of them all. 
"Finally." He tried to laugh, but a rare event, all the energy seemed to be drained right out of him. 


"Hey, you're still intact. At least you didn't have to get one of those artificial limbs like in Star Wars," George 
quipped as Jeff stood up, knowing that the extreme nerd that was Jeff Pilson would for sure be amused by it. 
And based on the tiny giggles that shook Jeff's frame, he was. By now, the embarrassment was mostly worn 


off, and Jeff would be okay. 


"Alright" Jeff got up, and they all left the building and climbed into the vans. Don opted to ride with Mick as 
usual, so George got in the other van with Jeff and settled into the backseat. The moment their driver hit the 
gas, Jeff fell out cold asleep and slumped over sideways to rest his head in George's lap. 


George was taken aback for a second, wondering what the driver might think, or if Jeff meant to have done 


this. He didn't want Jeff to embarrass himself again. 

But Jeff seemed to nestle his cheek in the gap between George's legs, his hands were curled under his chin in 
a way that like backstage, George wasn't quite sure how to describe, and he seemed so peaceful that George 
didn't have the heart to wake him up or risk doing so by moving him. 

And within two minutes, he found himself brushing an errant curl of strawberry blond hair out of Jeff's face, 
and resting his hand on Jeff's shoulder as he slept. Exhausted, Jeff subconsciously gave a small, contented 
sigh. 


George dug for words in his mind, and after a few minutes, gave up again. 


Maybe it wasn't as strange as he thought it was. 


He looked down again at Jeff, still with his hand on his slim shoulder. His cheeks were still ever so slightly 
tinged with pink, and his soft, layered fringe partially hung over his eyelids, which fluttered softly as if he 
were already dreaming. 

Yep. George decided in his mind finally, and affectionately stroked Jeffs locks and patted his shoulder. 


Jeff was just plain too cute. 


And George then decided there was nothing wrong with that at all. 


